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life, if you do not attack, you will be attacked. Come on, fight,
win for yourself. After all, there will only be this one little sin,
and think of the power I shall have afterwards. If you want to be
great, kill now, at once, swiftly, surely. If he awakes and sees you
with drawn sword, you are done for. Attack, cut, kill! (A pause.)
Stop! stop ! That will be an awful deed. This is a prince, without
fault, glorious, kindly, stainless, pure. And he is the master and
sole owner of your gratitude. Restrain, let not your body follow your
mind. Stop, stop. You are just in time to save yourself from the
meanest act of your life. [He sheathes his sword. The king awakes.}

PRINCE. Pure in mind, one. who prays for the Banyan Tree of
Buddhahood! This man of misery, this blank of riches, this poor-
boned fellow, has attained an honour and enjoyment he never had
experienced even in his dreams. He obtained all this happiness
without any effort on his part, easily, smoothly, thanks to the kind-
ness of your heart. Yet, I just made three attempts to murder you,
the master of my rice, the raiser of my status, the lord of my gratitude.
O lord wrapped and clothed in glory, pardon this wretch, this man of
punishment and misery.

KING. My lord, ruler of half the kingdom, my master of wonder-
ful fortune, my prince on whom the flame of glory waves in bright-
ness 1 You did wrong in trying to sin against one who raised you to
a half-throne through sheer regard for you; you were a perfect stranger,
and not my brother, nor are you a palace-born. As perhaps you
know, I am ready to give even my head to any that wishes to have it.
If someone should come and ask for my mind, I will cut open my
golden breast, burst open my golden heart, the flower of my blood,
and try to get my mind. You have no need to kill this god of the
kingdom. If you want my throne, I give it to you today, without any
reservation or condition. I will leave my throne, so that you shall be
free to take control of the lovely city, the abode of the ruling umbrella,
the possessor of towers, and in which musical drums tell the hour to
the dwellers. Make me one of your officers, and I shall serve you
humbly and well.

PRINCE (sobbing). O drum of glory, lord of this slave's brow,
future conqueror of the road to Nirvana, I am afraid, lord, to stay
on amidst this temptation, this worldliness, this love of power and
wealth. I dare not live on the edge of this forest of sin in which
tiger-like and leopard-like ambitions abound. My greed is without
anv limit in depth. Greed is always with us, and it is so difficult to